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Empire ? No, he had no such idea* At least, not ia
the - immediate future. Nevertheless, he had need for
all the strength he could muster. After all, he was the
chief of his clan. And he must be stout enough to
control the hot-headed Pathans. Besides, he belonged
to a distinguished line of military yoemen. And the
Government had all the need of his giantlty physique.
A brilliant military awaited him. Awaited him some--
where in the British Empire? Perhaps in France?
Perhaps in Italy ? Against Hitler ? Mussolini ? Stalin ? A
lieutenantship, to start with. Young Ghaffar could have
a King's Commission for the asking. There was a duel
in his mind between the Giant Tradition and the
Dwarf Radicalism. No wonder, the giant won the
wrestle of conflicting emotions in the psychological
arena of a youth on the threshold of life, going to-
venture forth into realms unheard and unseen* Destiny
was leading young Ghaffar by the hand*

He thought of ioining the army. There was every
reason that he should. He had the build of a soldier,
the grasp of a general. Moreover, he belonged to a
brilliant lineage of Frontier Yeomen. Army was the
" natural" profession for him. His family liked it. And
there was every reason that he should. As he was making,
up his mind, he went to see a friend in the military,
headquarters at Peshawar* There he saw something:
which embittered his mind beyond description. A
young junior British officer was insulting an old senior
Indian officer. It was the same old white-black tangle*
Iron ran into his soul. Here was the turning point in
his career, He determined not to serve the demon of
war. On the other hand, he became a soldier of peace*
Ever since his life has been an essay in renunciation^
On the altar of a national cause, he has been doomed-